EUROPE REOPENED

gestures of lifelike banality fail to arrest the eye. Muffled
voices of indisputable good taste fail to enchant the ear.
Phantoms eat and drink on the stage, and our bellies are not
filled. Phantoms make love, and our pulse beats no jot the
faster. Phantoms perish and our withers are unwrung."
At which the writer of to-day may say " Well, well" and
smile a little ; knowing it all, however, to be true.